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25th NOVEMBER, 1942

You don't imagine things like this ever happening
to you. It's always someone else, someone far away.
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But it has happened. The German invaders have turned
this once-great city of Btalingrad into a blasted hell.

e

T

I'm one of the last left in this house
now, but I'm not leaving.... Winter is
drawing in, and at least it's a little
warmer in here than out there.

' R R 1 ———

This is my home. My city. My country.
* | And I'm not ready to give them up
&l without a fight...

My housing block occupies a commanding
position overlooking 9th January Square,
making it a vital tactical strongpoint.
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Needless to say, the German army
are desperate to capture it.

And we're desperate to keep it.
"Not one step back", Stalin's
words resonate in our heads.
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They're paying in blood for what

done to his great city. To our great city.
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Everything they have has been thrown at

But the Red Army's spirit has turned
this building into a fortress.

03.



The Germans will never take this place.
Remember, "Not cne step back".

They've been trying without success
to assault our position almost every
day for nearly two months. .

You think they might h
learned their lesson by now...

We've killed so many that we have to go knock over
the piles of corpses, so their living companions
can't use them as cover during their next assault.

04.




just an ordinary girl trying to
come to terms with my little
apartment ending up the centre
of a battlefield in the largest,
most vicious war in our history.

I didn't always live in Stalingrad, being born on
a farm in the foothills of the Ural Mountains.

A

I used to love

playing in the meadows after the spring melt,
my parents watching over me while they tended the farm.

But that's all gone now. All we have
is our survival, each other, and the
hope that one day this'll all be over.
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S
Papa had fought in the Great

a charge agginst enemy lines.

He'd been shot in the chest leading

War. He survived, but since then
had been unable to do hard
physical work. Which is why

we moved here.

7 P — .

He'd been upset about his |

G

weakness, but determined
to overcome it and get a

invaded, my brother, Taras,
the army to help fight them.

When the Germans
was drafted into

job in the city.

" PROM/SE YOU'LL
COME BACK.
PLEASE?

HEY SVET,

THE MOTHERLAND
NEELS VE. WILL YOU
BE S5TRONG, AND
PROTECT THE
FAMILY WHILE
I'm AWAY?
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was killed a few days later. 1t really was
to me to protect Mama and Papa now.

Not that I could do anything
against aircraft...

The Germans bombed the city day and night.
Mama was killed when a bomb landed on the
ration store she was queueing in.

People just started leaving in droves. They didn't
want to live, or die, in a hell like this. We stayed
though... we weren't prepared to let war force us

to give up another home.
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Then, the Germans overran the house,

and our soldiers battled to stop them.

Those of us remaining hid in the basement

and prayed... But we weren't the
only ones to think
of the basements...

(SH/7! THEY'RE
FOLLOWING US
LOWN HERE!)

s
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; : SEE THEM.. |
ol . : ] \ THINK WE'LL BE
(IN HERE, e /1, ¥ 2K IN HERE!)
MAYBE THEY R & of '/ g _ ;
WON'T A/NVNG :




(rou'tL
L/E FOR
THAT, LITTLE

YOUNG LADY, YOURE
A BRAVE ONE!

Pavioy, BY
THE WAY. SERLGEANT
YAy FPAvLeY, 1I3TH
GUARDS RIFLE
DIVISION!

THAT WAS
GOOD TIMING...

Pavlov said his unit had killed all the Germans and secured
the building. I thought there'd be a small army waiting for
] us up there, not just the four soldiers he introduced us to.




Papa was happy to be among the
military again. I was worried,
but had not seen him so proud
in a long time.

Trapped by the German
encirclement, most of
us civilians left in
the building helped
keep everyone fed.
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I asked Sgt. could join the
soldiers in defending our building.

After all, it's still my home, and I
t Papa.

He was hesitant to
see me in harm's
way, but they were
so short of people
that anyone willing
to hold a gun had
to be welcomed.
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He was a kind man really, you could
see it in his eyes. But he'd been

hardened by this battle into a grim
shadow, tired but determined to see
his duty through.
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Pavlov ordered It was only later

the sharpshooter, - i 4 v : that I found out

Ratmir, to teach s e : he was just a

me how to use a - TR TR S e o Z little older than

submachine gun. : i B y TN % me. The war

: ) ' 7R W | seemed to drain

|everyone of their
youth and vigour.

He taught me well. I got the hang
of shooting in no time.

FEas eIy poipiey

Like most soldiers I met, Kovlova was surprisingly friendly
and kind. These people weren't the superhumans the
propaganda made them out to be... just people like me,
turned into grim killers by circumstance.
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It took a few days, but eventually
a trench was dug from friendly
positions. Reinforcements brought
with them much-needed food,
water, and ammunition.

Even in combat he raised morale

by joking and taunting enemy

soldiers. He's the only person

I've ever met who's big and

strong enough to use an anti-
his own.

- T

It gave us hope... we
might actually hold out.
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And then... nothing. After weeks
of attacks, suddenly three days
of uneasy calm...

THEY JUST
KEEP BRINGING IN
MORE TROOPS,
THEY'RE REALLY
TRYING THIS
TIME...

WAIT-
OH AELLS,
THEY'RE ON
THE MOVE




S7A7IONS,

PECPLE! 70 YOoUuR

S7A7IONS! INCOMNING
ASSULT!

ETNGR,
DO SOMETHING

ABOUT THAT
FPANEER!

PlG-2o65! YOUR
TANKS ARE NOTHING
7O MNE!
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QUICKLY,
PICK OFF THE
STRACGLERS!

.‘ KEEP THEM ,
CONFAUSED, WE CAN'T
GIVE THEM TIME TO
REGROP!
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IV THE HOLE!
BLAST THEM




(You ANIMALS AREN'T
50 TOUGH NOW, Y.a4?)

7

(GO GO &0,
GET IN THERE!)

HELL'S TEETH!
DON'T LET THEM GET
WE HAarE TO HOLD
THEWM OFF!

(A7 SHI7,
You RUSSIAN
Pl -PoGsS?)
STER BAck!
NOT ONE S7TER
BAa-AaAG KA !
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(FIRE IV
THE HOLE,
B8ITCH!




SH/7, THEY'RE
INS/CE! KEEP THEM ON
THE GROUND FLOOR, WE A&
TO KEEP THEWM CON7A/NEL
OR THERE'S NO HOPE!

PERMISSION
TO DO SOMETHING
S7TURPIL, SIR?

NEVER
MIND, SIR,
DISCIPLINE

ME L497ER IF
I'm S7/LL

Ratmir didn't seem to care
whether he lived or died.
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Pavlov thought
him a liability.

F

But sometimes a self-
destructive liability can
be useful to keep around.




HAH! S74R7LEL
YOU, DID WE, BOY?

S7ANC O,
SON! L/IELTENANT
AFANY 2SN, AT
YOUR SERVICE,

THE RE£L

' ARMNY S COUNTER-
-A77ACK/NG? YOU LOT FOUGHT
A GOPL FIGHT HERE, BUT IT
LOOKS LIKE WE'VE JUST

- : T LIEUTENANT
W 055882 WEETRED , L | AFAnyAsOV.

WELL MET.

YAray PArecy. Wi
WELL MET, FLESH [
TO FLESH!

” HELL, SVETLANA, N
YOU NEED A MEL/C!
WHAT HAPPENED? _

YOUR INTERVENTION ;
IS Z/MELY. SEENS A/GH
CONMANL FINALLY GREW
S50ME BALLS.
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THERE'S

| FALED, RATMIR. NO REASON
FOR ME TO

| PROMISED TARAS I'D : A = il "
PROTECT MAMA AND PAPA NI g RS, . A S 5749 HERE NOW.
BUT | COULDN'T.. / 7R/ELC A &%) w Bl 1VE NOTHING 4547
MY HARDEST AND oy G % A\ THEY'VE TAKEN
STIL FAILED! Y B e EVERYTHING
; . i _ FROM ME...

.

I'll probably die, but
I'm going to fight the
damn German now, I1'll

make them pay in blood
for killing my family,
For what they did to

me, to the Motherland.
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Y| Mama, Papa, Taras... I'll try
you proud. Save me a place up there.
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Ratmlr served with dlstlnctlonffgmfﬁe

ﬁ““Svetlana Nosova fought along51de;
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